WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
Greece. Their three children were the Princesses Olga, Elizabeth,
and Marina.
My greatest friends in the Diplomatic Corps were the American
Minister, John Dyneley Prince, and his wife. Prince, who had
previously been Minister at Copenhagen, was a Professor of Slavonic
languages at Columbia University. His mastery of all tongues and
dialects was indeed extraordinary. Being also very musical (he com-
posed one of the tunes for Kipling's "On the Road to Mandalay"),
I have heard him sing in over twenty languages, and the only time
I saw him completely stumped was at a Rotary lunch where a South
African talked to him in the Zulu "click" language. His ancestors
were of Yorkshire origin and he was extremely well disposed towards
everything British.
There was no English church in Belgrade, but we used every
Sunday to hold services conducted by M. Sitters, the head of the
Y.M.C.A., in the Anglo-Yugoslav Club premises. Prince and I used
to read the lessons, and when Sitters was absent Prince, who was a lay
reader himself, used to take the services. His sermons, based less on
religion than on encyclopaedic knowledge, were always interesting.
I was very fond of Mrs. Prince, who was a charming and good-looking
woman and a most efficient "doyenne" of the diplomatic ladies.
I spent many happy hours in their house and company, and all
Belgrade missed them greatly when they returned to America in 1934.
Their hospitality was unbounded, and I recall to-day with interest
meeting General MacArthur at one of their parties. Prince was
succeeded by a bachelor named Wilson, of the regular American
Diplomatic Service, who had been a secretary with me in St. Peters-
burg. On his staff, as First Secretary, was Wainwright Abbott, with
an attractive Swedish wife. I liked diem both very much, and I was
to meet them again in 1937 in Germany, where he had become
American Consul at Hamburg.
Outside the American Legation, my chief friends were the Italian
and Turkish Ministers, Signor Galli and Haidar Bey. The Italian
Legation was newly built and by far the largest in Belgrade. I fear
it must be admitted that dictators seem to appreciate far better than
democratic Governments the importance and ultimate profit of out-
ward display, and its face value abroad. The equally new British
Legation was of a suburban-villa type, and though I would infinitely
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